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E’VE  never  seen  our  lungs,  and  we 


hope  we  never  shall.  But  that’s  not 
saying  we  have  no  lungs  —  just  because 

we’ve  never  seen  them.  In  the  same  way, 
we’ve  never  seen  our  soul,  but  we’re  posi¬ 
tive  we  have  one,  because  it’s  always  work¬ 
ing  for  us,  like  our  lungs  and  our  stomach. 

It’s  the  soul  which  holds  our  memories 
for  us,  and  ties  our  later  years  up  with  our 
childhood.  It’s  the  soul  that  rules  us,  or  that 
can  rule  us,  and  make  us  do  without  things 
we  would  much  rather  have.  Life  is  like  a 
movie  on  which  the  soul  sits  in  judgment. 
It  is  the  soul  which  builds  ideas  for  us — 
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purely  spiritual  ideas,  such  as  the  idea  that 
two  and  two  make  four. 

The  soul  is  a  part  of  our  standard  equip¬ 
ment,  together  with  our  hands  and  feet  and 
heart.  We  don’t  have  to  take  the  soul  on 
faith  any  more  than  we  have  to  take  elec¬ 
tricity  on  faith.  We  know  it’s  there.  It’s  just 
plain  horse-sense. 

What  Is  a  Spirit? 

But  somehow  when  we  speak  of  the  soul, 
we  tend  to  get  all  fubbed  up  in  our  lan¬ 
guage,  mixing  the  spiritual  with  the  mate¬ 
rial.  So  before  we  get  into  this  subject  let’s 
see  just  what  we  mean  when  we  speak  of 
spirit  and  matter. 

Roughly  speaking,  matter  is  anything  we 
can  see  and  handle.  We  bump  into  it  and 
stub  our  toes  on  it.  It  can  be  wood  or  iron 
or  glass;  but,  as  a  general  rule,  if  we  can 
see  a  thing  or  if  we  know  we  can  get  at  it 
with  a  microscope  or  a  spectroscope  or  a 
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telescope  or  any  other  kind  of  scope,  then 
we  know  its  material. 

Everything  else  is  spiritual.  And  the  first 
instance  of  a  spiritual  being  is  our  soul.  A 
lot  of  people  think  of  the  soul  as  being  like 
a  ghost  or  a  spook  which  haunts  the  body. 
They  imagine  it  must  be  something  like  a 
slice  of  fog.  But  the  soul  is  far  from  being 
anything  like  that. 

And  another  thing  we  have  to  get 
straight  is  this:  the  soul  may  be  spiritual, 
but  it’s  real,  just  the  same.  We  say  that  be¬ 
cause  there  are  some  people  who  think  that 
everything  is  matter  and  that  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  a  spirit. 

Thinking,  for  instance,  is  a  spiritual  ma¬ 
chinery  which  manufactures  a  spiritual 
product.  If  you  don’t  believe  it,  just  close 
your  eyes  for  a  minute  and  think  of  the  idea 
“hunger.”  All  right.  You  have  this  idea 
“hunger”  in  your  mind.  Now  ask  yourself, 
how  much  does  that  idea  weigh  is  it 
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Hard  or  soft  ? — what  color  is  it  ? — how  wide 
is  it,  and  how  tall,  this  idea  “hunger”  ?  You 
sec,  my  questions  are  silly,  because  your 
notion  of  hunger  is  a  spiritual  thing  and  in 
a  class  apart  from  color,  weight  and  si2e 
of  any  sort. 

A  Frequent  Mistake 

I’d  like  to  put  you  on  guard,  by  the  way, 
against  a  mistake  which  a  few  people  have 
made  by  confusing  thought  with  the  soul. 
Thinking  is  everything,  they  say.  There  is 
no  such  thing  as  a  soul — just  thoughts.  But 
you  and  I  know  that  we  control  our 
thoughts.  We  sit  behind  them  and  manage 
them  as  a  train-dispatcher  switches  his 
trains.  We  call  our  thoughts  and  scatter 
them.  The  school-teacher  says  “I  must  teach 
arithmetic  for  the  next  thirty  minutes,”  and 
for  the  next,  thirty  minutes  he  thinks  about 
arithmetic. 
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Thoughts  remind  us  of  the  box-cars  on 
a  freight-train.  One  box-car  doesn’t  know 
what’s  in  the  car  behind.  It  takes  a  train- 
conductor  to  mark  them  and  couple  them 
and  send  them  on  their  way.  In  the  same 
way,  I  have  the  thought,  ”A  dime  is  worth 
ten  cents.”  I  look  at  what  I  have  in  my  hand 
and  say  ’’This  is  a  dime.”  Each  of  those 
two  thoughts  knows  nothing  of  the  other. 
It’s  I  who  make  the  connection:  ”  A  dime  is 
worth  ten  cents.  Now  this  is  a  dime.  There¬ 
fore  this  coin  is  worth  ten  cents.” — You 
see.  I’ve  coupled  my  box-cars  and  got 
results. 

But  getting  back  to  the  soul.  It’s  a  spirit, 
but  a  spirit  which  is  knit  in  with  a  material 
body,  so  as  to  be  one  with  it.  Angels  are  all 
spirit.  Billy-goats  are  all  body.  We  are  be¬ 
tween  angels  and  billy-goats.  We  are  an¬ 
gels  with  bodies  or,  should  we  say,  animals 
with  souls. 
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The  Soul  Has  No  Parts 

Now,  since  the  soul  is  spiritual,  like  an 
idea,  then,  like  an  idea,  it  has  no  parts,  and 
we  can't  expect  to  see  a  picture  of  a  thing 
without  parts.  Just  think  of  what  that 
means.  It  has  neither  top  nor  bottom,  nei¬ 
ther  right  side  nor  left,  neither  width  nor 
breadth.  Neither  can  it  have  color  or 
weight.  All  we  can  say  is  that  we  know  we 
have  a  soul  and  that  the  soul  is  inside  us 
someplace. 

Perhaps  you  thought  I  would  say  the 
soul  is  in  our  head.  We  tend  to  think  that 
way,  sometimes,  because  the  head  is  the 
most  important  part  of  our  body,  and  be¬ 
cause  it  keeps  us  in  touch  with  the  outside 
world  through  our  eyes,  ears,  nose  and 
taste.  But  a  thing  has  to  be  where  it's  work¬ 
ing.  Turn  on  the  light  and  you  know  you 
have  electricity  working,  not  in  the  next 
room  but  right  there  in  the  light-bulb.  And 
the  soul  works  all  over  the  body,  keeping 
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it  alive,  so  that  the  soul  must  be  all  over 
the  body  and  in  every  part,  from  the  soles 
of  our  feet  all  the  way  up  to  the  crown  of 
our  head. 

Our  soul  needs  the  body  and  uses  it  as 
a  violinist  needs  and  uses  his  violin.  The 
music — the  art — ^isn*t  in  the  violin,  it’s  in 
the  musician.  But  the  violinist  can’t  play 
without  his  fiddle;  so  that  if  the  violin 
cracks  or  if  one  of  its  strings  breaks,  it 
doesn’t  mean  that  the  musician  has  lost 
some  of  his  power  to  play,  it’s  just  that  he 
can’t  do  much  with  a  broken  fiddle. 

The  Fiddler  and  His  Fiddle 

In  the  same  way,  our  soul  is  the  violinist 
and  our  body  is  the  fiddle.  If  someone  taps 
us  on  the  head  with  a  sledge  hammer,  our 
soul  isn’t  affected,  but  we  may  get  a  con¬ 
cussion  of  the  brain,  which  is  a  kind  of 
clearing-house  for  all  our  contacts  with  the 
outside  world.  Anyway,  our  body  is  so  up- 
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set  that  our  soul  can  no  longer  use  it  for 
thinking,  and  we  become  unconscious. 

Babies  have  the  power  to  think,  but  their 
brains  aren't  developed  and  they’re  as  limi¬ 
ted  as  Fritz  Kreisler  or  Albert  Spalding 
would  be  by  a  ten-cent  fiddle.  Morons,  half¬ 
wits,  and  idiots,  poor  things  —  these  are 
simply  people  who  have  been  born  without 
much  of  an  instrument  for  thinking.  There 
is  no  power  in  the  brain — the  gray  matter 
resting  between  the  cars.  All  the  power’s 
in  the  soul. 

Here’s  another  example  for  you:  a  rail¬ 
road  car  won’t  move  unless  it’s  coupled 
with  the  engine.  There  is  no  power  in  the 
coupler;  it’s  all  in  the  locomotive — but, 
just  the  same,  the  engine  can’t  pull  the  car 
unless  the  coupler’s  in  place. 

The  brain  is  the  eyes  and  ears  of  the 
mind.  If  anything  happens  to  the  brain,  the 
mind  becomes  like  a  newspaper-reporter 
just  gone  blind.  He  could  still  write  up  his 
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news-stories  if  he  had  any  way  of  getting 
information,  but  now  that  he’s  injured,  he 
can’t  see  anything  to  write  about. 

Notice  that  we’re  not  making  {^rain  and 
mind  equal  to  one  another.  The  brain  is  a 
material  nerve  center  which  can  be  taken 
out  and  laid  on  a  table.  The  mind  is  spirit¬ 
ual — a  spiritual  power  of  a  spiritual  soul. 
We  can  eat  calves’  brains  but  we  couldn't 
eat  calves’  minds,  even  if  they  had  them. 

Our  Soul  Can’t  Grow 

If  the  soul  has  no  si2e — if  it’s  like  our 
idea  of  hunger — then  it  can’t  grow  bigger 
or  get  smaller.  If  we  get  fat,  our  soul  stays 
the  same;  if  we  get  thin  it  stays  the  same. 
Our  soul  today  is  just  as  it  was  the  day  we 
were  born. 

It  can’t  wear  out,  either,  any  more  than 
an  idea  can  wear  out.  We  can  have  the 
same  idea  ten  or  twenty  times  a  day  for 
years,  and  it  never  gets  worn  around  the 
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ed^es  Of  thin  in  the  middle.  And  neither 
is  there  any  such  thing  as  wear  and  tear  on 
the  soul. 

It  can’t  get  sick.  How  could  a  germ  get 
into  the  soul  ?  Neither  can  it  faint  or  suffer 
paralysis,  since  it  has  no  parts. 

We  know  that  our  bodies  wear  out. 
Every  time  we  look  in  the  mirror  we  see 
<hat  we’re  not  getting  any  younger.  Our 
arteries  start  to  harden  the  very  day  we’re 
born.  Some  day  our  body  will  be  played  out 
— but  not  our  soul.  That  will  stay  as  new 
and  as  fresh  as  it  was  on  the  day  God  made 
it.  It’s  like  a  steel  sword  in  a  leather  sheath. 
The  leather  starts  to  rot  as  soon  as  it’s  cut 
from  the  cow,  but  when  it  falls  away,  it 
leaves  the  sword  as  hard  and  shiny  as  it 
was  when  it  was  first  forged. 

In  fact*  once  a  soul  is  started  in  life, 
there  isn’t  any  way  of  stopping  it.  A  soul, 
once  it  has  been  created,  has  to  keep  on 
going  forever  and  ever.  The  only  way  it 
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could  stop  would  be  if  it’s  Creator  would 
rise  up  and  annihilate  it. 

A  mother  and  father  cooperate  in  pre¬ 
senting  God  with  a  body  into  which  He 
breathes  a  human  soul.  We  don’t  inherit 
our  souls.  God  creates  each  soul,  one  at  a 
time,  for  one  particular  body. 

Soul  and  Body  Form  a  Unit 

Before  I  finish,  I  want  to  point  out  that 
we  have  been  talking  about  body  and  soul 
as  though  they  were  in  separate  compart¬ 
ments.  Actually,  they  form  one  close-knit 
unit.  A  soul  without  a  body  would  be  only 
half-a-man,  and  a  body  without  a  soul 
would  be,  well — a  corpse,  nothing  more. 

Remember  then ;  that  whenever  you  want 
a  handy  example  of  something  spiritual 
just  get  an  idea  into  your  head,  like  free¬ 
dom,  hunger  or  fear.  From  that  you  get 
some  notion  of  what  we  mean  when  we 
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say  that  each  of  us  is  made  of  body  and 
soul,  that  the  body  is  material  and  the  soul 
is  spiritual. 
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PRAYER 

of 

Saint  Francis  of  Assisi 

FOR  PEACE 


Lord,  make  me  an  instrument  of  Your 
peace.  Where  there  is  hatred,  let  me  sow 
love;  where  there  is  injury,  pardon;  where 
there  is  doubt,  faith;  where  there  is 
despair,  hope;  where  there  is  darkness, 
light;  and  where  there  is  sickness,  joy. 

O  Divine  Master,  grant  that  I  may  not 
so  much  seek  to  be  consoled  as  to  console; 
to  be  understood  as  to  understand;  to  be 
loved  as  to  love;  for  it  is  in  giving  that 
we  receive  it  is  in  pardoning  that  we  are 
pardoned;  and  it  is  in  dying  that  we  are 
bom  to  eternal  life. 


ppiNTe- 

IN 

U  S.  A 


NEVER  DESTROY  GOOD  PRINT 
Pass  If  from  Person  fo  Person.  Thanks 


